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CHAPTER VIIL night' now?* He came toward the door » - ; I :‘t Iast a no!lz.:t'md::r ;'A_mn and walked over | he doT Would r.el am.:. l¥ bow to me "”1
Octabsr 25th. a8s though to close it That movement 1 ‘ eslde me. When [ reached .hf‘me I wasa | p::-.AInﬂ, or woll s stop and ..‘p!-lk.
Colonel and” Mrs. Crompton, frem | hroke the last of my self-control, 4 4 ; weak from strained, quivering nerves. W ':':.rl ha 1n‘?l.'n.|11;"-e her—and how?
Washington, ars stopping at the Savey. “Then 1 will tall you where you have | . “ N : And a vear sgo I could dart fearlessiy | Naver in all these yeaars have 1 a-e_«.’:-. my
Last vear, when Horace had the Sten- | heen. You wers with another woman— | % [ ! - 3 4 | across the most crowded street! 1 know 'l hushand ‘\'l!!\l another woman, Could I
wnns’ case In the Suprsma Court, and | the woman for whom you have nex- I 4 \ “i "lnh""“”' ! {hat this strangs, unreasoning fear 1 now | pass on proudiy sarene, or would T break
was in Washington sp often, sevars! | jasted me for over a year! And you, 4 | I.IHI!H,”H“umH { /bsve for the most trivial things is grow- | 40wn In some emotignal way?
times T went with him and Mra. Cromp- | thought I didn't know—didn’t know yau : L ¢ | Ing upon me. When Horuce came home I Agaln and again I plcture scenee—
ton entertained us at dinner, both at | wers in ths tolls of some Woman—a | & : wantsd to cry out to him to stny with me, | ghastly acenes—in which 1 go to her
her home and at the Willard. This IS | had shameless woman—a common—" by + | to put his arms about me, to keep away Spariment, and thers canfront them both
the first opportunity we have had Lo “Mary!™ Ho tdok a step toward me, : ¢ | this haunting fear. I belleve IfaI could I have pictired him, white i ste
return their nhospitality, and now I | hia hands clenched, his face ghastly | ¢ : onfy tell him—if he knew—ha would try stepping to her aide and saying: “Why
must have them here at Jeast once | paje. : I ¢ | tn help me—he wounld not let this grow | have you come here? This is the woman
Hut oh, how I dread it! T shrink =0 “Oh, T know vou could kill me for | & % | upon me. 1 love—I shall never leava _
from the theught of trying to entertxin | sgying that. 1 only wish you wouid! | 4 : N ovember Sth, Again, I hawve plutured him starting to
'"”“’-'—M\Kl'-"' a dinner—ts make & pra- | Dan't you think I would weleome death : . This moming T awoke with such » | come toward ms, when he saw me at the
tenss at galety when my heart is break- | instead of this life I have been living | #» : welght of despondefcy, of hopelessness, |,|ﬁ,,,. And then she would come batwesn
ing! But if it must be dona 1 am anX- | far monpths? But it shall not go On. ¢ | that T felt T couid not mest another day. | Us, Lhrowing herself in hiz arms—kesping
ous to have It ovaer, so I have invited | TYou will promise me now that you will %! The mars thought of bathing. of dressing, | him from me
them for Tuesday. 1 feel that it might | never ses her agmin, or T will end it sil | ¢ i | of golmg through the necessary routine of | The scenes are mlways differant
be easter to have some one eise. 5o I| tonight! Wil you promise me that— |3 % ths day, dors upon me is somsthing too | apsrtment 1 see b always i
nave asked Mr. and Mra Duffield. will :you? Will you promisa never to| ¢ 4 | airticult of sccompliabment. | luxoriously furnished room with
L tallowd” wity- Eibemes atiout W] geaithat . 3 b . The cold alr from an open window was | lights pnd burning gas-logs I al 3
morning, and ke has promissd to come There was something In his face— : I blowing on e, it to cross the room and | picture her thera in a soft white house
home early Tudsday and heip receive something that . . . ’ at down {he window ssemed an effort | Eown, with Horace sitting near, reading
:hor:, I am a.---!m: to enii:xa‘;a cuxerm; “Thens go to hef—ifsw with her—| } ! l?h,“ would take more Initiative, mora | ar bending over her. talking ilem
Lo TRpATE RN gsrTVe z dinner. _B r 3 - : ol
haven't the heart to look after It my- :':::tﬁeh::u ';‘;;':..'wm' Syl b : E s!rﬁpnf:ﬂe_ more cournge, than I had to -u,r-n-,::.l.l\:::,.-.-n e e sictide
seif, and Mary could not «do It alone. A wviat tad W . o O-F 1) 4 i - : _ . it> ‘i‘h- white i ianstinsd of the reom
Oh, how dificult everything spems now S . AL ‘M_ iy o) it ] I M Did any one ever turn his face to the - 1 Ooie Alm i' b =
how evervthing welEhs Upon . mé  Al- oyes as T rushed down the hall into the : 4 | wall and =ay: *I am throu The bur- | angd many of its detalls seam 30 :l.m nol,
ways before I have taken such keeon bathrosm and locked the door. THE + % | gaen of life i= too heavy—I will naver take How strangs such Imaginings are.
aa il : ¢ potties—the bottles on the medigine- |.§ $ 1t up aguin, and then e there until And why do I always think of her ss
pleasure fn planning and aArranging a shelf! Glyoerine, tollet water, bay rum | : b . s i . na delicate? Is it becausa 1 fee
dinnar at home. But now—what does i - g <S4 ' df‘m released Lhem And would the re- | frall and dejicats s it P ik
my home mean 15 me now? —in & frwnxk-f! glance -my eyes swept | ¢ : jeass come koon? Thls morning 1 felt §f | that is how her appeal to Hornce ‘1-31 1
October 27th, the labels. Was there nothing—noth- | ¢ 4 | only I could e there, that to me It would | be strongest? Will I ever meat her? And
Herace misundersiood me; he thought :T:!xlt;h:t:d :r':'gdmf:::rnOM’“""'_"'M : : eoms very aoon, for my body -a.una_-u too wl}l It in.~ 1..'3 nl;:- .]"-t r'::js- '.T-;r 3 e
the dinner was for Thursday, not Tues- e ey i ke n-'w”n_ g [ + | weak, too weary, to hold 1life within It _: know ..4I:l w t'EC r.l. my “-“a_.rt” “‘.‘ur:;
day. When I asked him this morning ,,091:0_1 this door, Mary!" I-;ig. v::.!r'n cama; : : much lon . such n] I:n::::;-l.r‘?,-\-\,L,.|;]:;..\r|i:--fh.‘;,.::1':L.;r':uh;-
to be mure not to forget fo came honie hoarsely from tI:'e outside, "f":'z;n it, or { L Novetnber $th. tion -\- }:Iuga-—...'lrv--.'l F\---_.' _‘\.r-.ri ‘)hv't 1 am nlwasyn
early, so that he would have time to v ~ - L i \ . 1 spend ho In planning meetings e = L {sice Tt
< _ = I wiil break it down! * ' 4 H ! plunning, always piotring, always Lving
dress. before they came. ha looked up I must find somethin alak =ik [l : with her after night I lle awaka, | g 8
startled. "Why, It isn't tonight? You e B ‘: a ': q QUIGK-=== |- ¢ { | pleturing” what = h an etcounter would Why must 1 {oriure myself so? TWhy
sald Thursday." As 1T had not even W g R gy .”nm she : ¢ | b likta gometimes 1 think of meeting | eannot I keep my mind from such things?
cansiderad Thursday, 1 don’'t sea how hinges. 1 knocked some botties from s % | var on the strest with him. What would (To he continued.)
he could have made the mistake. Ha the ahelf as I frantically thrust them | § : "
ssemad much Wworrled, sald he wasx not aside to gat to those behind. Cam- : + -
sure that he could come early this even- phor, witch-hazel “l_'“'-c“n"—"h' . 1] * .
img. T almest cried tn my amxietr. 1| L% S0 et “Tauannum— | § {| Wonders of Crystal Gazing
sald that he must—that I couldn't re- them a'ii shone the label “Laudanum— : 4
cefve those people alone. All 1 could P"l::;" o L g e L emon auievu il 3 r i
‘,T'.k:‘ R S5F el =1 W AEy: L0 r:"m‘ hr:-nu- th!‘rnl‘k ?H’-!f of lrtgrenmfuad : : LL lands and all ages have their | ths country in a mannar &0 mystarious,
T e rangements, but T will | tEBt in the neck of the bottle. He was | § HA of_crystal gusing—ona o | fhla conchislon XMCE 2 R atned
.-a:\n‘n a:-l u;: v g Hne il throwing his “whole weight upon the | ¢ : the most ancient and universal of -,,,;',.'::_L,\f;, ‘.-‘!tl‘--ll_\‘" tho wife called upon
. "IFt.-tulf you ;'illl'i coma sarly, you will door now—in & moment it would came : + | the methods of nocromancy. crystal mediom by tha name of Van
at jesast come in time for Alnnert® I down. I tore the scarfpln from my I : Recently there has heen a sort of ra- | Bourg. 'The woman did not i:’v'.1 the rn-:-!-
persiated. excitedly. dress—It bent in the cork. Then 1 ! A ! | vival of the cult .and |g-‘_.\,1._.. -,,g-,n‘ ml-.-f 1 “.?l“..»::?“.-,:w}”(.-:‘,:v“T.l'.:,.q-.--..«?.?;iilml l?-{li..‘.‘,‘
“f will if T can. Mare: I told you caught up a toothbrush and thrust the | § ¢ | sman XEthel Barrymore “Her Blster Yo -;i;{‘-‘.u‘» " “:_ i mta iy
that' handle against the cork—it yielded. An- : : will recall the fortune felling scene where [ L0 “aest th s the Body ' of
It took nll my melf-contrel to keep | Other thrust pushed it down In the | { } | she unes the crysta) ball. John Url Liovd | 4 mpn flon iver. He dascribed
from crving out—Irom demanding why bottlel * L} also introduced A eryntal-gazing H:t{""_‘? n '_mr"-!ff"-' &nd .‘5!-’
he eould not come—from letting go all I_ ralsed it to my llps. . . . A deaf- : ! | Into his novel “Biripgtown ”li‘ _‘“"w“_‘ll“';\r | it “:[-‘ the b .?\-‘“
the mecusatinns and dJdenuncintions 1 ening crash. Glass fell shattering all 4 § {i wtsen mﬁ_:‘l‘,l ""x.rl_" l;{xll.;iu;‘lz‘:u‘—;‘-;-t | tormed —tha ‘..,;:1,,: O}j“‘n" ']‘
have held dack for so long- around me. I stood paralyzed: Through | ¢ : .‘.h.his_k..-}. n“:-l‘:““ - ill‘.“n. ﬂu:.\d. Fioems i p e b O
YWhen he had gone T threw myasetf | the SMBlY door frame, from which he | ! M _]TI:‘,T:[l'l‘I‘l'-‘.},,l ol 1-1u|-'|(r-l: of the United | Dittos v and its grassy banks
on the colch, weak and trembling with had shivered the heavy ground glass, t + . !‘-.'“.’I';l'-'. .U'! & monograph In ona of | on el gide, nnd the spot where ths
the effort of seif-restraint. But I knew Horacs's white face and dark, gleaming : : eborts 0f the Bireau of Ethnology, | body was to be found, which the ms Alum
I must not give way—I must keap up eyes wera fixed upon me., Another sec- | | * that the u'&-}d:.‘h.-- men  of t_h-? eald was -('t-m:! one from th _‘:rn__'---.
for tomight. It iw too lats te stop the | oRd and he had reached through a | ¢ ¢ | Apschas use Crysitis A% - ,Tpu:.‘;“ .I::a:lr: F:“:!.I'." e ¢ :.h:” 4 -1'-'1‘-;"::‘:-;1’.:.,“ 11
dinner now, and befors those guests | | Plood-stained band, unlocked the doar, $ : Ca::::»ﬁ Ifrii\ “:ninh‘? ﬁz:fil;-‘:fx'r'rlé-nﬁ o an | that- the .h'.m;',‘““.”.‘:..:. not be I.‘.r:urfs'l-1 \r:'.';
must ba zmiling" and self-contained. threw It open, jerked the bottle from | § L] T\l;\n"-hi\ m;.d-[g(,:.: man h\ presenting him | January 1 at about 5 P. M.—almost a
They must not know-—they must not | M® and burled it to the fioor. T heard ft | ¢ . w,th‘a'}mgq crystal of dentleulatod spar, I month Intar. The body was found on
pos L . Ifhe does not come I must break and sme'led the pungent odor of : : mueh larger fhan the one of whose mys- ! that date at 4:3 P. M., at thes exact
e preparsd to make excuses—aasy, Inudanum. L4 ¢ | tical properties he hed just been \n“lu‘:‘ | place described and with the wound on
graceful exouscs! Then he half led, half carried me to | ¢ ¢ | ing to me. 1 (‘élnn:'i'L BBy 'Emw this ‘l‘j!'t‘?-- the d o ;».n.-lr. in the crystal.
Midnlght. the couch In my room. The blood from : : ‘\.];I,t)' ?‘f the 1:;\:;::11_];:‘!::::“153?&1“ ‘-'fl-fll-i “I.R-.W' {II h‘;rr:-: a”_a -I.-f‘ \.':? ::'L.‘—Tv" :-I;m'rlj
The dinner is over—and he did not | his cut hand bad dripped down the front | § «ypy WERE WITH ANOTHER WOMAN—THE WOMAN FOR WHOM YOU HAVE NEGLECTED ME FOR over |t “;"e;‘;‘j:\;;w.m_ exocopt that by 1006K- { Mevpt AL g ] N et
come. He has not come yat. At §— | ©f my dress, snd there was a Inrge red ¢ A YEAR.” } | ing Into it he could see everythlng he ) told by an A boy who has In his pos
just as wa wers going Into the dining- | stain on the lace of my slesve. 1 gazed at | § wanted. to." . sesiion one of those magic or 5 The
room, ha telephoned. Sald he was very | !t dully. At the moment I think I was | & > - - -, - - o - “Hﬂ-ﬁ""""’*'—"z Afdrew Lang suys: *J ‘rm;!'-'.':» i!.ll.'\f boy  desciibed a T "
sorry, but that It would be impossihie | Incapabls of any feeling. I heard him ( comes after w ficrce pussion has wrecked | down to breakfust. He was very pale, ¢ and his—a constant lving reminder of all | VA% CrFatal "‘q:"'\;“_’]""nr“':_ﬁ __:r'_t,'l l' i o old ' “wx
for him to met here. And then he sald | go baek into the bathroom. He returned | yseif. and his hand was thickly bandaged; but | that our love had meant, knowing that ;‘n;tc.,fh\'n::r;, crystal _s:*‘:'-fu: apart "31".-| H-‘a-lnl\-n::.“ w -.«"u_
knowledge.

good-by and rang off, hefore I had time
to ask any questions or make any pro-
taat I do not avan know whers he was
whan hs telaphoned. After that I went

through the dinner as beat I could, but
I fee! that it was a fallure—a pititul
fallure, In spits of my attemptsd
gaisty and my carafully ecareless ax-
cuses for Horace; I know they felt
something was wrong. There was a

forced, constralned atmosphere throogh
the whole evaning. And what hurt me
most was their attempts to help—thelr
pretense that they did not see. 1 pre-
nume I ought to be grateful, but It =
hard to be pitied. They left esariy; for
that T was gratefnl

I am writing this hoping It will calm
me—ihet the mere effort of writlng wiil
awnay some of this feveriah bit-
For 1 am afrald—afrald that
when he comes I shall lose all my self-
aontrol. and that at iast | shall speak—
cry out all that [ have béen silent about
for 8o long. For 1 XKnow that he In
with ber—oothing else would have kept
him away. is= for her that he let
me¢ gpo through this alone.

Novemher 1st

I have spoken. Am I glad or sorry?
Has It made things batter or warsa? 1
lon't know I don't know. | still feel

take

terpens

144

dazed

It all Bappaned that night—Tue=day
night | | haven't writien !!Dl'p——.‘[
couldn't. 1t was half-past one when

he came hame. 1 heard him go stralght
My door was open, the
ight shining out in the hall, and vat he
mad® no ~Tor: to make any
ract Lo him
19 my daoar
an éexcuse, I

te coma in

explanati He waont

1f hw

n
roOTm had only
and made aven & pretext at
think ! wouid have spoken. But
hin ignoring of It all maddened
beyond endurance The strain of
dinner. the K. feverish walt for
him—it had all gone to make me des-
perate And mnow, with fealing of
utter recklessness—a recklessness such

enme

not
quint
me
the

[ —
lon

[ 3

as T have naver known before—I went
to his roam and knocked The door
apened; he stood there inquiringly.

not cameT"

His svas were

Why dia you
“It was Impossibie

coldly gquiet,

Why T

“1 told you. Mary that it was Iimpos-
Eihle.”

Why ™ My lips and throat were dry.

“Listen, Mary. I am sorry you had to
entertiin at thie dinner alona. I regret
t very much [ tnld you that over tha

phone 1 would have come if T could,
but T could not Now, I think you had
hétier let the matier rest there.”
hare ware you?®’
He did not answer

You muat tell me

Where were you?
whare you were tonight

£till ne answer,

“Do FOU Mmean that you won't Angwar
me—that yon won't even tell me whers
been?™ 1 was frightened, I
knew 1 ghould stop-—that 1 was golng
ton far—that I would only suffar more
for thia. But 1 knew, teo, that I eould
not stop now-—I1 knew [ would go on
and On. « - ¢

“Then you rvefuse to teil
you have been ™

*I must refuse, Mury. to be catechised
tn this way. Wil you lét me sy good-

I

3 on ve

me whare

¥
v

with a towel wrapped around his hand.
Nelther of us had spoken. 1 was trem-
biing, quivering all over. Not crying—I
eould not ery. He sat down beside the
eouch and lald his hand on my shoulder,
as though to quist me

1 &losed my eyes, and slowly thers stola
over me a strange sense of qulet—of peacs,
like the calm of some strong harcotic. I
mow aow the sensation Helen Chandier
spoks of—the exnaustion that sometimes

1 don*t know how long he stayed beside
me, or how long It waa before I siepl.
When 1 awoke 1t was dawn. A bianket
bad been lnid over me, and 1 was nlone.
From under his door shone & swip of
bright light—be was still awake.

No trefersnce to that night has been
mads beiween us since. Only a bandazed
hand and 'a bloodstained dress, carefully
hid away, bear testimony to that night.

The next mormning 1 forced mysalf Lo go

’
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WASHINGTON, D. C., SOCIETY GIRL GOES ON THE STAGE
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MISS ALMYRA SESSIONS.

., Aug. 2L-—(Specinl)—D>Miss Almrra Besgslona
Waahington who has jolned the Aborn Opara Co.
at Washington and will appear the coming week as one of the sex-
tette in “¥Florodors.” Miss Sesslons ls 8 daughter of Mrs. Banjamin
leevas Russell, and made her dedut in Washkington soclety tha past
seascn. She -appearsd in & playlet written by Mrs. Barney nand pro-
duced for charity, and made such & hic that she was approached by
managers with a proposition to Eo on the professional gtage. In her
second weak with the Aborn Co. Miss Sesslons was startled when the
wardrobe woman handed her about six ounces of costume to be worn
fn “It Happenad in Nordland” £he promnily resigned. But immunity
from tights was promised and she has rajoined the company.

WABHINGTON, D
is the society girl of

me
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ha sald “Gaod morning"” quietly. an
though nothing had happened. During
the¢ day a glazier called to fix the hath-
room door; evidently he had talephoned
for one from his office. He made no men-
tion of It to me. That night, when ha
came home to dinner, I saw that his hand
had been dressed and skilfully bandaged.
He had besn to a gurgeon, then, Waa the
eut deep? Can It be anything serious?
But 1 dared not ask him. I'can sea that
he has It bandaged fresh avery day, Does
it pain him? My heart nche! with pity
and anxiety; but 1 can say nothing.
November id.

‘*he relations of men and women Ccman
never remaln stationary. They must ei-
ther go forward or backwand; there Is no
resting place, no helght that can ba per-
manently held."”

I# that true. or was It written, as such
things vsually are, only for literary ef-
foeor?

His love for hep—has It ¥et reached the
helghts, that it must soon recede?

To what self-ubnegation have I been
subdued that T conld write that last smen-
tence—to tMply that T was willing to wait
for his lovae of ber to ‘wane that he might
come back to mn!

Novembar 4th

I remmember long Ago =uying ton Horace
that 1 had no speclal talent. Art, music,
liternture, languages—I had a 5upo.-£ir!n1
aptituds for them all, but a real talent
for nomne.

And he answersd tenderly: “Bweetheart,
vou have the greatsst of all taisnis—a
wnnderful talent for loving.™

“a {alent for loving:" Yea, 1 have had
that, and the saddest part of all is that 1
have it still. A talemt for loving!" And
1. am a faded wife of 46, whose hisband
loves another woman. “‘A talent for lowv-
ing!” Hormon, it Is brealiing my heart.
Why did It not die within me when It
ceased to give you pleasure?

~A talent for loving!" Oh, It 4id maks
you happy onca, Horace, Have you for-
gotten how often you held ms In your
arms, murmuring that no other woman in
the world could love so dearly. 8o tender-
iy, that no one else could have such quaint
little ways of loving? Have you forgot-
ten the “whlapering kisses" —touching,
ob. o softly your halr and eyves with my
lipa, or laylng my bead on your shouider
and Just sweaping your neck with my
evelmahes—a liftle purring carcss all my
own? And ah, a0 many tender, intimate
love-wayasc-have you  forgotten them,
Horaoa? Have you forgotten them all?

And when you came home tired, frettad,
and with a croel headache, T would kneel
by the couch beslde you, with my lps
pressed ngainst your forehead, until my
very love would draw away the pain.
And you wouald fail ssleep, often with
vour arm clasped close around me, and
however cramped of numb I might be-
eame, [ would still kneel theére, not mov-
ing for fear of waking you

Wili any other woman love you like
that, Horace? Will any other woman
give you so much? Ok, T am erying so
1 cannot see to write.

November 5th.
1t our child bad lived! To have had it
with ts every day, to know that life was.
there becsuss we had loved! My child

out of It had grown all the immortality
that life can give. Could any ona have
ever come between uy then?
November #h

1 bave been reading back through this
journal, Last April the &ith 1 wrote this:

“Ones he knows that T know, [ would
have to leaye hlm. If thera is [n me any
vestige of womanly pride, I could not con-
tinua to live with him and tacitly consant
to be daily dishonored.”

And yeot that is what T am doing now!
1 am still living with him, though now he
knows that T know, And I have not the

strength to go awayl
Tth.

1 have becotne so nervous and unstrong
lately that | dread even to go ot on the
streets slone. Today I was almoest half
an hour trying to cross a crowdsad corner,

Novembar

Cars, cabn, trucks, recklessly driven auto-
moblles, and a crashing, deafening ele-
vated overhead—Iit all seemed io terrify

me. | stood on tha curb afraid to croas.

and c¢an have no

have,
have no conjecture

gw It Is done,’

soma extant

but if it is done
popular ghllonophles
Sama remarkable Chings Are reportied as

belng accomplished by the ald of the
crystal, and anless the thing s done,
of very high standing are

fome Persons
remazkahle il
According to

a reputndblé Eoglis

tha tiews came
the death of his

on i tha
eryatal

Miaghrabos

boy ad

magazine, & woman o & remote poured
village, while “‘secing th ngs" 1o a glass nt Hand a little it

of clear water, for the amusement of . $

womé frien + mome ships firing on = |

fieet of kn. The next mall |

brought the account the Bussian flest | 1., i
having fired on the British flshermen In ) Hoinn  them burned some Ine s
tha Nerth Sea, a well-T+ membered epise of -;.._\ru-:-- '.m;. e e

of tha lale war between Japan and Rus-
fin.

Eatly in Detember, 1M, Mr, Foxwal
a London stock bhroker, left his ne al
Tha Ditton to go to his b s8I
the and never roturned. The aid of
the p ¢ was sought: they made In
quiries came to the cooclusion that
he went to America. As thera was no

he

reason whatever wiy

O e s |

]

LADY

Londen. She was Flerence Emily,

3
e L S e B R B s R R A R R e R T S S e SR R R o R A et I A

WELL-ENOWN TITLED AMERICAN WOMAN.

HESKETH.

Lady Hesketh s one of the well-known titled American women In
dsughter of the late Willlam Sharon.
who was one of the “forty-niners” and st one Ume Sanator from Nevada
Her husband, Bir Thomas Hesketh, 15 the seventh of his line

-
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